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Dramatis Perſons. 


Count VARINI, a noble Venetian. 
BERIN To, a Merchant of Venice. 
STUuR1o, Gentleman to Varini. 


- iy, 


CasTRUCCHIO. >, 
_—_— 
MrLIINTo. 
RAQUINTO. 
GLORIANA, Varini's Lady, Daughter to Berinto. 
FoRTI1A, her Woman. 
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An Apartment in Count Varini's Houſe. 
Enter Varini and Berinto. 


MARY ELCOME to Venice, Seignior Berinto, 

Nr welcome. 

With Pleaſure I behold the Air of 

* Vernon 

On you producing the ſame good Effects 

As that of Venice does on Gloriana : 

Health, blooming Health, appears in both your Faces, 

And equal *tis, I hope, to what it ſeems. 

Ber. I thank you. *Twould be baſe Ingratitude 

In me, ſhould I, in Point of Health, or ought 

Has hitherto befallen me, complain. 

I am not what I was. My Joints through Age 

Grow ſtiff. The Seas, and Corſairs of Algiers, 

Have brought my Fortune into narrower Bounds, 

By more than Fifty Thouſand Pounds twice told. 1 
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But yet all's well, my Lord; and that tis well, 
Do I adore the Sovereign wiſe Diſpoſer, 

Whoſe Ways are 1n the Deep, not fathomable 

By Reach of human Line. But this we know, 

That he, with wond'rous Patience, bears our Faults : 
And this we likewiſe know, when he begins, 

He ſeldom ceaſes till he makes an End. 

There ſeems to be a Meaſure, determin'd Limits, 
A certain Stint for Guilt, where when they come, 
Or Perſons be they, or Families, or Kingdoms, 

The dire Decree goes forth, ſtrike, and ſtrike home, 
To make Men ſenſible of their Offences, 

And who it is whoſe Anger they incur. | 
When that's the Caſe, Misfortunes come not ſingle 
As obvious is to common Obſervation ; 

But one treads cloſe upon another's Heels: 

Nor Reſpite gives from Ills, nor Intermiſſion. 

Juſt as when Winds from Thrace come pouring down, 
Old Ocean ſwells, and from its briny Bottom | 
Up boils black Mud and Sand: The foaming Billows, 
With Rage continual, laſh th* affrighted Shore. 

And thus does he preſerve the moral World, 

The friendly Converſe, and the ſocial Life : 

Nor ſuffer this good Earth to be the Seat 

Of wild Uproar; the doleful Habitation | 
Of Fiends; incarnate Devils, deſtroying and deſtroy'd. 
Seeing then the Darts fly thick, Loſs after Loſs, 

I thoug'it it beſt retire whilſt ought remain'd, 

As well for Leiſure to reflect upon 

My former Way of Life, as to endeavour 

To ward off ſtil] ſeverer Strokes, by following 
Such Courſes, as himſelf had, in great Mercy, 
Preſcrib'd, and promis'd that he would approve of. 
Theſe Accidents, theſe Thoughts expell'd me Venice, 
Made me deſert the Seas, and fix at Vernon. 

And then a Will reſigned ; a Mind ſubmiſs 

To the Decrees of Heaven ; a conſtant Temperance ; 
In all Things moderate; and due Exerciſe ; 


A Body firm originally, and ſtill more 
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THE ITALIAN HUSBAND. F 
Confirm'd by Travel in my younger Tears; 
Theſe brace my Nerves, theſe make my Blood run 

clear, 

Support my Spirits, and yield me conſtant Health. 

Var. The Caſtle of St. Brien was no Stranger 
To good Berinto's Character. A Man 
In Honour clear; of ſtrict Integrity; 
Not negligent in Duty tow'rds his Maker : 
Benevolent to Man, prompt to aſſiſt, 
As fit Occaſion offer'd, or by Money, 
By pers'nal Toil, by's Intereſt, or by Counſel : 
A Merchant, not ſucceſsful, having ſuffer d 
Great Loſs at Sea by Turks at War with Venice. 
Deſcended from a Fam'ly, in whoſe Race 
Of Anceſtors one, not long ſince, had borne 
The Style, and high Authority of Docs. 
All this I heard, and yet, tho* Vernon lay 
But one League from my Caſtle of St. Brien, 
Berinto's Perſon I was not acquainted with, 
Nor yet perhaps had been acquainted with, 
But for an Accident, the happieſt far 
That eer Varini met with: An Accident, 
That reinſtated me in Paradiſe, 
Afforded Joys beyond Imagination, 
Made Gloriana mine. 
Ber. If a fond Father may be thought to judge 
Impartially, ſhe ever was a Girl | 
Moſt dutiful, and not more fair than virtuous : 
But human Joys are not to be depended on ; 
Are wrote in Sand, the lighteſt Blaſt obliterates, 
And ſuffers not their Traces to remain. 
Varini's Perſon no Woman can diſlike. 
Your heroic U your Services to Venice, 
Your private Virtues, the Glories of your Houſe, 


That warm Affection, that Tenderneſs, that Love, 
With which you took her bluſhing to your Arms : 
Theſe ſhould not fail to raiſe in her a Paſſion 
Equal to yours. bi 
But ſtill, my Lord, remember that ſhe's Woman. 
2 | Dream 
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Dream not of Paradiſe, but ſtill conceive 
Yourſelf a weary Wanderer here on Earth, 
Subject to the like Ills with other Men, 

But here ſhe comes. Juſt ſuch her Mother was. 
But ah ! ſhe's gone : that Zeſt of Life is gone : 
But huſh my Soul : Have Patience ! but few Suns 
Will th' eaſtern Clime illumine, e'er we both 
Again ſhall meet to part no more for ever. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Gloriana, who goes up to Berinto bending the Knee, 


Glor. My Father! Sir, your Bleſſing. 
Ber. May Heaven, my Child, and all the Powers 
therein | 
Conſpire to make you happy. Love with Ardour ; 
May it be mutual, nor admit Competitor : 
May both be eaſy, chearful, and in Health 
Abounding, both be conſtant, and never leave 
The Paths of Honour, of Virtue, and of Piety ; 
Belov'd in Life, lamented at your Death, 
Be hence remov'd to everlaſting Joys : 
The Products of your unpolluted Bed 
Surviving ; the Lads, as great Varini, brave: 
The Girls, as Gloriana, chaſte and fair. | 
Var. Thanks, good Berinto. | 
Ber. But how I'm pleas'd to ſee the bluſhing Cheek, 
And coral Lip return'd, as when at Vernon 
Var. And ſomething elſe perhaps not ſo diſcernable, 
When known, will give you Joy not leſs compleat. 
What think you, Father, of a young Varini? 
Ber. Hail Venice pleaſing Seat, and ye ſoft Gales 
That blow from Adria, bearing on your Wings 
Such mighty Bleſſings. But bluſh not, Gloriana. 
Marriage is honourable ; and the Effects of Marriage 
Degrade not, nor yield Pre-eminence to Virgins. 
Defilement *tis degrades. Defilement does 
_ Imply irregular Commerce. 
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Chr. Tis long, Sir, ſince we've ſeen you; I there- 
| fore hope 
You now intend to make ſome ſtay at Venice. 
Ber. I muſt, my Dear, immediately be gone. 
A Buſineſs of Importance brought me hither, 
Which executed, I juſt call'd to ſee you, 
And muſt at Vernon be my morrow's Noon. 
Glor. Not ſtay one Night] th* Evening, Sir, draws on. 
Ber. The better trav' Illing, Child; the Cool thereof 
I ſhall make uſe, *twill make my Journey eaſier 
To-morrow. Rings a Bell. Enter Servant.] 
Leonardo haſten, call a Gondola. [ Exit Servant.] 
The good St. Mark protect my Gloriana. 
My Lord, your moſt obedient. | 
Var. Seignior Berinto, yours, and a good Journey, 
Since preſſing Buſineſs won't permit your ſtay. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE LI. 


Enter Gloriana and Fortia. 


Glor. FORT 14, methinks, I wiſh my Father would 
Have been prevaild upon to ſtay at Venice, 

At leaft this Night. Unuſual Terrors ſeize me; 

My Spirits fink ; the Current of my Blood 

Runs chill; a ſudden Damp creeps round my Heart. 

Beſides, laſt Night I heard the Cricket cry, 

At my Bed's head the ſolemn Death-watch beat, 

Cloſe at my Window ſcream'd the Bird of Night, 

And from my Candle hung a Winding-ſheet. 

Oh my Father! ſhield him, ye heavenly Powers 

Blow ſoft, ye Winds, and waft him ſafely o'er 

The Adriatic Main. Oh! had he ſtay'd, 

Only till Morn I ſhould have been at Eaſe. 

But *twas to ſerve a Friend he hither came, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Buſineſs Haſte requir'd ; and when a Friend 
Berinto calls, you may with equal Eaſe | 
Perſuade his Stay, as ſtem the Ocean's Tide. 

Fort. He is indeed a worthy Gentleman. 
Doubt not his Safety, Madam, nor dread the Sea. 
In ancient Times, when Panims rul'd the Land, 
Stormy and boiſterous was the Adriatic, 
Yielding to Mariners a dangerous Paſlage : 
But Authors grave, of wond'rous Sanctity, 
Whom nothing e'er could tempt to ſpeak Untruth, 
| Stanch and true Sons of holy Chukch, aver, 
[i That when the Mother of great ConsTanTine, 
| Saint HELEN, found the ſacred CRoss whereon 
Was hung our dear Redeemer, ſhe likewiſe found 
The Nairs “ that fix'd him to it, in Number three: 
Whereof ſhe one into a Bridle's Bit 
Converted ; of the ſecond made a Crown; 
And ſent them both a Preſent to her Son, 
That he, and all ſucceeding him in Empire, 
To whom were to deſcend thoſe precious ReLiqQues, 
| By bearing on their Head, (the Seat of Senſe) 
[ A Crown made of the Croſs, and with their Hands 
A Rein directing, which approach'd the Croſs, 
Might learn to keep the Faith, to rule with Juſtice, 
And put to Flight, by Virtue of thoſe Nails, 
Their Foes, or Men were they, or Fiends apoſtate, 
But the third Nail, when from the Holy Land 
Into the Weſt good Helena return'd ; | 
The third and ſole remaining Nail ſhe. threw 
Into this Gulph of Venice, being affected 
| With pious Pity for Sea-faring Wretches, 
| Who here ſo often loſt their Lives. And thence 
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[| Tis come to paſs, that what was call'd the Gulph, 
|| The Grave, and the Devourer of poor Sailors, 

| Is now become a Sea ſerene and calm. 
1 Then fear not, Madam, but be comforted, 

1 Pluck up your Spirits, your Father's in no Danger: | 
. * See Baronius ad Ann. 326. For even in int 0 g 

che Fathers are not * nnen A 


1 A 


. 136 "4 . 
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rather dread Calamities at home. a | 
Nor is it Chirp of Cricket, Screech of Owl, 
Or other ſuch like Baubles, which or Guilt, 
Or great Dejection, only make portentous, 
That me affright. News from St. Briens, Madam, 
Would damp the nobleſt Height of human Courage. 
Glor. News from St. Briens, Fortia ! pray what News? 
Fort. You know his Lordſhip's Bailiff Giovanni 
Lives in a Farm near to his Caftle Gate. 
Whilſt he at Dinner ſate, a favourite Hen 
Came cackling, and at's Feet lay'd a live Chick, 
Perfect with Wings and Claws, with Eyes and Voice, 
Which ran without Delay after its Mother. 
But lo! a greater Wonder juſtly fills 
All Hearts with Horror and Amazement dire : 
Juſt underneath the Table th* Earth gap'd wide, 
And did diſcloſe a bubbling Spring of Blood, 
Whence Drops reſulting ſprinkled all the Board. 
Fix'd in Suſpence at this, one, from the Cellar, 
Ran and declar'd the Wine was in a ferment, 
Thoc' fin'd before, and boil'd in every Veſſel, 
As if ſet o'er a Fire intenſe and large. 
Mean while a Serpent's Carcaſe they beheld | 
Dragg'd out of Doors, with eager Haſte, by Weaſels; 
A Shepherd's Bitch came gaping, from whoſe Jaws 
Leap'd forth a lively, large, tunbelly'd Toad : 
A Ram ran full againſt a Dog ſpontaneous, 
And at one fatal Stroke brake the Dog's Neck. 
Glor. Strange Wonders theſe indeed ! not without 
8 Meaning, | 
Nor boding Good. But whence your Information ? 
Fort. Your Father's Servant Leonardo told me, 
And ſaid, their Truth none doubted near St. Briens. 
Glor. Humph ! I like it not.—A Chick at once 
Produc'd, without an Egg, feather'd and claw'd. 
Soon hatch'd it was, and ſoon receiv'd its Strength. 
A bloody Fountain.—A. Table ſmear'd with Blood. 
A Serpent's Carcaſe.— A Ram brake a Dog's Neck. 
Well! murd'rous Deeds will be, and inſtantly. 
| B The 
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The Serpent's Cunning will be brought to Light; 

Its Body be expos d; and the Dog's Impudence 

Be baffled. Then a Cur oſ female Kind, 

A Shepherd's Cur, with teeming Toad. —Ah, Fortia ! 
Impending Ruin threatens, and by a Woman, 

Who dangerous Secrets will, I fear, diſcloſe, 

And, by the Poiſon of a babbling Tongue, 

Draw down Deſtruction upon all our Heads !— 

But theſe perhaps are only flying Rumours 

Without Foundation. Firſt, be ſure of Facts, 

Then reaſon from them. But Guilt is full of Fear. 
Oh my Caſtrucchio ! Thee without Guilt and Danger ! 
But checker'd muſt be every human Joy. 

Fort. J hope no Danger's near. But that Caſtrucc bio 

Muſt certainly, at laſt, prove fatal to us. 
Your known unbiaſs'd Probity of Life, 

Your Reputation clear beyond Suſpicion, 

May poſſibly for ſome time intercept 

The Sight of Men; but Curioſity 

Is to our Sex a Quality innate : 

Things of this Nature cannot long eſcape 
The Reach of female Ken. We muſt confeſs, 
Good Father Paul Raquinto well ſupports 

The Perſon he aſſumes, ſeems wond'rous grave, 
And in his Talk makes ſhew of much Devotion. 
But young he is, and of uncommon Beauty, 
His Manner caſy, plump and ſleek his Face, 
Not ſeeming mortity*d in ought but Words. 
Then in his Eyes; ah Madam ! in his Eyes, 
How plain his eager Sentiment of Soul ! 

I oft have wonder'd, Lord Varini would 
Allow his Wife a Confeſſor ſo young, 

Not diſapprove ſuch frequent Conferences, 
Nor be alarm'd that they're ſo long together, 
And in a Situation ſo engaging. 

Is it or conſcious Merit in himſelf, 

Or his ſublime Opinion of your Virtue ? 

Or does he think an Habit, or Deſignation 
To ſacred Office, will exempt the Man 
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From human Paſſions ? Something of this Nature 
Muſt caſt a Miſt before his Eyes at preſent: 
But Light at laſt will through it force its Way, 
And with it Rage, hot Fury, and Revenge. 
Tis ſaid the Spaniard ſtabs : The German beats 
The Wife of dubious Fame : By ſecret Poiſon 
Our Lords of taly convey her hence: 
The honeſt Eugliſb - Man. —good eaſy Soul, 
The honeſt Engliſb- Man, does not believe it. 
An Eugliſb- Man, your Father us'd to ſay 
Was open-hearted, generous, brave, and free, 
So lov'd, and ſo admir'd his own dear Perſon, 
As not to think his Wife could entertain 
A ſecret Wiſh for any Man but he: 
The Women fair, of boundleſs Liberty, 
Yet not more fair than chaſte; that if, in more 
Than twice ten hundred thouſand, one ſhould chance 
To tread awry, her Huſband was the laſt 
That heard of it, nor then gave Credit to it; 
That odious Wretch th' Informer ne*er forgave, 
But fought, or left him to his Wife's Reſentment. 
Not ſo our Chiefs of italy. Their Jealouſy 
Is Rage indeed, not pacify'd by Blood, 
Kills all concern'd, then preys upon itſelf. 
If then your Life, if then Caſtrucchio's Life 
Be worth preſerving, repent and ſin no more. 
Be not diſpleas'd; your faithful Fortia pardon, 
Who, tho” in equal Danger, ſmall Concern 
Feels but for you alone. Oh ! permit me 
To rouze th' inherent Virtue of your Soul. 
How honour'd and eſteem'd was Gloriana ? 
In what Repute the Counteſs of Varini? 
Muſt all this Blaze go out with an ill Savour ? 
Muſt ſhe die infamous, and leave behind her 
A Name accurſt, her Family's Diſgrace, 
Her Huſband's Ruin, her Father's Overthrow, . - 
Caſtrucchio's !—Ah ! I muſt not name the Thing, 
But lo! The Source of our approaching Miſery. . 
3  -. SCENE « 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Frier Paul Raquinto. Exit Fortia, 


Rag. Tur Eye with ſeeing's never ſatisfy'd. 
A Truth moſt certain. But in nothing more 
| Apparent is that Truth, than when we gaze on 
The Perſon that we moſt intenſely love. 
I've ſeen the proud Remains of ancient Rome, 
And th* azure Cope of Heaven ſpangled with Stars; 
Pve ſeen in Summer's Morn the Sun emit | | 
Its burniſh'd Beams, and th* Earth beſtrew'd with Pearl; 
But all that vaſt Variety of Objects 
The Eye contents not, it ſtill calls for more: 
But when I gaze on Gloriana's Face, 
I'm fix'd in Admiration. Th? Object ſatisfies, 
But th' Eye's ne*er ſatisfy'd with looking on't. 
That ſtrange attractive Force! What is't? And why ? 
Would I deface that lovely Set of Features ? 
Would I ingulph and near my trembling Heart, 
Place them, there ruminate, tranſmute, unite, 
And make them one with my own proper Subſtance ? 
That wondrous Sweetneſs ! Oh ! I could gaze for ever. 
Glor. My Hand I gave Varini, but my Heart 
Had long been pre- .engag'd ; which Separation 
Of Things by Nature Join'd, has ſuch a Tumult 
Rais'd in my Breaſt, as nothing can aſſwage 
But Death. For now Experience teaches me, 
Experience that gives Wiſdom een to Fools, 
That would we paſs this Stage of Life with Comfort, 
Our principal Regard ſh-uld be to chuſe 
A fit Companion, one that can alleviate, 
Amuſe, chear, ſolace, as Occaſion offers; 
For thoſe who thus are fortunately ſorted, 
Not Roads moleſt, nor Weather incommodes: 
But when hafp'd in for Life with Help unmeet, 
How heavily drags on the dire Machine? 
Deep, dreary, diſmal, is the Way : The een 
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Gall'd, fretful, tender; ſo that every Jolt,, | 
Each Shock, with double Vigour wounds the Soul. 
No pleaſing Proſpects intervene : The Linnet 
| Ne'er trails his Wing, neer ſportive woos his Mate: 
Nor chants the Nightingale his amorous Lay. 

Ah! may you never feel the fatal Anguiſh, 
The ſore Regret, the griping Pangs that flow 
From an imprudent Choice; Pangs that abbreviate 
The Term of Life allow'd to happier Mortals. 
In all Appearance prudent was my Choice 
Varini's Perſon, Fortune, Underſtanding, 
His Family, his Temper, beyond Exception 
His Tenderneſs for me and Love extream. 
But tho* thus Honour, Intereſt, Prudence, Duty, 
Conſpir'd to raſe Raquinto from my Boſom, 
He ill retain'd the full Poſſeſſion of it, 
And reign'd ſole Monarch there. 

Rag. My deareſt Angel! for ſuch a Declaration, 
So undiſguis'd, ſhould I attempt & expreſs 
My Senſe of Gratitude, th* Attempt would prove 
I neither underſtood the Force of Language, 


* Nor your juſt Merit, nor my Obligations. 


Glor. Things are not always what they ſeem, Raguinto; 
We look not far before us. Our Attention 
Is ſo taken up by ſomething near at Hand, 
That what's den naturally connected with it 
Eſcapes our Notice. The greedy Glutton thus 
Extends his Arm, the poinant Sauces laves, 
Nor thinks he Scurvy, Cholic, Dropſy, Gout 
Imbibes, and Death in every Shape of Horror. 
Thus you too that an Obligation call, 
Whoſe very Eſſence is Iniquity, 4 
And its Appendents Infamy and Ruin. 
My Souls internal Bent and Tendency 
I've openly declar'd. Burt *tis too late. = 
My Perſon is another's. Thoſe fatal Words 
I wiLL are ſcap'd my Lips—the Church bears Wit» 
Are gone aloft,—are regiſter'd in Heaven. 7 > 
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But oh! how, great the Conflict in my Breaſt, 
The Anguiſh how extream ! (th* Amuſement o'er 
Which Change at firſt afforded) when I began 
To recollect the laſting Bar I'd fix'd 
Twixt me. and all I held moſt dear. A Sorrow 
That menac'd Death enſu'd, you interven'd, 
Held back its Hands, protracted the ſad Hour. 
But—Worſe the Remedy than the Diſeaſe. 
Rag. Ah, ſay not ſo, my deareſt : Was that the Caſe ; 
Did 1 cauſe Grief ; did I increaſe Affliction; 
Did I add Weight to Gloriana's Woe, 
I ſhould indeed be moſt compleatly miſerable. 
For Pm incapable of any Joy 
Wherein ſhe does not ſhare; nor do I wiſh 
To breath etherial Air, but as a Means . 
To make her happy. How languid is my Speech, 
How diſproportion'd to my inward Feel, | 
When I affirm, I would expoſe my Life 
To any ſort of Danger in her Service ? | 
“lor. I thank you, and believe your Paſſion real, 
As mine is. *Tis the Nature of true Love, 
In generous Minds, to generate its like. 
Let I muſt tell you, and do ſtill inſiſt on't, 
That tho', when Grief and penſive Melancholy 
Had brought me to the Verge of Death, you came 
To my Aſſiſtance, it was out of Seaſon, : 
And worſe the Remedy than the Diſeaſe. 
What then I underwent indeed was grievous, 
Impair'd my Health, and boded ſpeedy Death. 
But who can tell ? A languiſhing Diſtemper 
Might different Thoughts infuſe, diſpel the Cloud 
That hover'd o'er my Soul, and give a Turn, 
A Turn more pure, to my Imagination. 
Or, if my Span of Life had ended there, 
Why, then I'd not my Innocence ſurviv'd; 
And now again, this ſecond Truth I've learn'd, 
By. that aforeſaid Pedagogue of Fools 
Experience, that ſuch is th' intrinſic Worth 
Of *4nocence, that all Things here below 
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Bear no Proportion to it; but if ſet AS 
In adverſe Scale, would lightly kick the Beam. 
Sickneſs and Pain are common Ills, derive 
From Guilt their Force, and thence has Death its Sting. 
You've then, upon the whole, no Cure effected, 
But added to, and lengthen'd the Diſeaſe. 
And as to Obligations laid on you, 
Do Guilt and Danger merit ſuch a Name? 
I'm ſure, the Time of Recompence-1s near. 
Such Horrors in my Soul, ſuch 4. A 
Are not without a real, tho' latent, Cauſe. 
It is, it doubtleſs is, the Spirit benign 
Of ſome commiſerating Friend deceas'd, 
That thus communicates itſelf with mine 
Perhaps my pious Mother's, that ſees and grieves at 
The wayward Wand'rings of her wretched Daughter : 
Perhaps *tis th* Angel to whoſe careful Guidance 
I was, when born, peculiarly committed, 
That warns me thus t'eſcape impending Ruin. 
Ye Miniſters of Grace! and will ye yet 
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Not *ſdain Communion with a Soul like mine? 


Four Attribute's Compaſſion. Great my Thanks; 

Fix'd my Reſolves; and my Repentance real. 

Be gone, Raquinto. See my Face no more. 

With Speed quit Venice, and leave me to my Deſtiny ; 

But fail not in your Memory to retain 

Theſe Truths, in future Days, ſhould Gloriana 

Become the Object of your Thoughts; that ſhe 

Reluctantly offended : Was not in Principle 

Abandon'd: Not in Soul corrupt: That Love, 

That Fever moſt malign, when wrongly plac'd, 

Had overpower'd her Reaſon: Impute to that 

Her Failings : Then let Pity, if not Love, 

Poſſeſs your Soul. Once more I ſay quit Venice. 

Adieu for ever. T [Exit. 
Rag. The Qualms of this good Lady! Her Soul it 

ſeems | | % 
Remains till pure; her Principles untainted ; 
Her Will diſclaiming what her Deeds allow. 


This 
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This is indeed her Caſe ; hence in her Boſom 


A Sort of civil Diſcord, which Pve obſerv'd, 
Before obſerv*d, but never with ſuch Vehemence. 
I find I muſt her Principles attack, 
I muſt root up thoſe Obſtacles to Peace '% 
And when that's done.——Parini, guard thyſelf ; 
For ten Varini's ſooner I'd diſpatch 
Than quit or Venice, or not ſee her Face. 
But it might prejudice my Views, ſhould 1 
Leave her too long alone in ſuch a Temper. 
Pll after her. And tho? the cover'd Embers 
Of former Virtue ſeem to glow afreſh ; 
And tho? her Fears to an unuſual Height 
Have riſen, and like a Flood o'erwhelm'd her Soul; 
Yet as her Heart's ſtill mine, I dread not Numbers, 
How us'd ſoe'er to Vict'ry. Let go the Reins. 
Fall back. Make Way. I ſay againſt the Field 
Lovt and RaquinTo. 
He gallops off the Stage. 
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ACT III. SCENE J. 


Enter VARINI. 


Var. E that's to Day a King ſhall die to-morrow, 
Is a ſad Truth, which in their ſeveral Periods, 
Each Monarch muſt experience, and make good, 
In his own royal Perſon. Such th' Inconſtancy 
Of Things below. But Changes are not wrought 
By Death alone. Ten thouſand Accidents 
May blaſt the beſt eftabliſh'd Peace of Man. 
And ſuch is our hard Hap, that beſides Pain, 
And Sickneſs, Poverty, Contempt, and Death, 
Peculiar Ills have their peculiar Avenues | 
To every ſingle Perſon, IIls which others 
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That knows Varini, views his Equipage, 

His grand Retinue, Variety of Seats _ 

At Venice and elſewhere, ſees Health auſpicious 
Reſiding on his Countenance, conſiders 

The Power his Wealth and Station give him; and 
How he's not loweſt in the Roll of Honour; 

Wha that reflects on theſe, and many other 

Apparent Means of Happineſs, would think 

Varini ſuffers more than human Us ? 

But ſo it is, the ſame Varini, who, 

Few Moments paſt, conceiv'd himſelf in Paradiſe, | 
Nor would have chang'd his State with Eaſtern Monarchs, 
Is now become a piteous Wretch indeed. 

Oh ! can the Univerſe itſelf contain 

A Thing more odious, or worthy more Contempt, 
Than ſelf-applauding Pride in human Minds? 

Muſt it not yield in grant Mirth to Beings 

Of Rank ſu perior, to ſee the airy Bubble 

Swell, and Ed o'er its little flthy Lake, 


© In full Career meet with a Straw,—and vaniſh ? 
But who, not deeply learn'd in human Nature, 
Could once have thought Felicity like mine, 


Built on fo firm a Baſis, could be ſhook - 

By ſuch a Spell as this; by three bare Words. 5 
© Looking upon à Litter: 

And thoſe upon the Backſide of a Letter, — 

The Fragment of a Scroll? But here's the Stroke ä 5 

That fells my tow'ring Joys, and lays them waſte ; 

"Tis my Wife's Hand. I found it in her Chamber, 

To SEIGNIOR CasTrUCCHIo. And if, in Truth, 

Thou interlopes, $600 5 Seignior C iftrucchia, \ 

Full dearly thou ſhalt pay fort. 157 Blood alone 

Shall not ſuffice; ock V engeance will! take, 

As ſhall congeal the Blood xl of thoſe that hear on't. 

An Engliſhman, they ſay, if once convinc'd 

His Wife has gone aſtray, a Challenge ſends 

To the Tranſgreſſor. Dull tramontain Fool! 

A Villain makes me infamous, Steals a Jewel 

I "Rs more * all the World beſides. N 
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18 THE ITALIAN HUSBAND.. 
With Anguiſh fills my Heart, transfers the Fortune, 
The Power, the Dignity of the Vari _ 
To baſe-born Strangers. Even the odious Baſtard 
Of him I hate as Hell, muſt be my Heir, 

And for ſuch cruel, baſe, inſidious Treatment, 
Without Offence from me, am I to fight him ? 
T*expoſe my own bare Boſom, give him room 
His Injuries to perfect in my Murder? 

And ſet the Whore at Liberty for him ? 

Not ſo unwiſe, not ſo unjuſt to himſelf 

Is the Talian, nor ſo baſely honourable. 

He in the Dark attacks me innocent, 

Nor ſhall the injurious Villain know who hurts him. 


Enter Fortia. 


This I'm reſolv'd. But Fortia comes this Way. 
She knows the Truth, and I muſt know it too 
Before we part, by Threats, or gentle Means. 

I am, good Seigniora Fortia, yours. 


Fort. My Lord! Curtſying low. 
Var. How does your Lady, how does Gloriana ? 
Fort. I hope, much better ſince ſhe came to Venice. 
She grows more gay, her Colour has regain'd, 
Nor is in Spirits defective. Rialto's Air 
Has more effected than all th* Art of Phyſick. 
Var. Aye. Th' Air and ſomething elſe has Wonders 
wrought, | | 
Such Wonders as I never apprehended. 
But Fortia, is ſhe honeſt ? has regain'd 
Her Health by virtuous Means ? forbidden Paths 
Not trod; nor follow'd an illicit Practice? 
Fort. Plain Senſe, my Lord, I underſtand not Riddles. 
Var. And plain Senſe thou ſhalt hear, not Riddles, 
Fortia. ; | 
I fay then, ſhe's a Whore, and thou her Pimp, 
Procureſs, Go-between, her Doctor- fetcher, 
Good Doctor All- heal, who has often put 
The Bluſh upon her Checks, and given ſuchProofs,— 


Going up to Fortia. 
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THE ITALIAN HUSBAND. 19 
Such pregnant Proofs—of his Abilities, | 
As will, in leſs than ten revolving Moons, 

His Art's undoubted Efficacy ſhew. 

But, Fortia, by St. Francis I declare, 

If thou'lt not tell the Truth without Diſguiſe, 

Thy Soul I will diſlodge, and hew thy Body 

Into ten thouſand Pieces, and will make thee 

A ſad Example to all other Bawds. | 
Fort. Threatnings, my Lord, the Innocent deſpiſe, 

As I do. If you kill, the Guilt is yours: 

And ſo, &er long, will be the Puniſhment. 

And you're the only Man, the firſt Time this, 

My Lady's Character was call'd in Queſtion. 

Oh Virtue ! oh Purity! how weak, how frail 

Is your Defence, when foul calumnious Tongues 

Can reach, and pierce, the Counteſs of Yarini ? 
Var. Theſe Exclamations are of no Significance, 

But to evince you ſhare with her in Guilt : 

Or elſe, that ſo her Perſon you eſteem, 

As to conceal her Faults, tho' with the Loſs . 

Of your own Reputation. But, gentle Fortia, 

I of your Guilt have only bare Suſpicion, 

No ſolid Proof: but of your Lady's, Fortia, 

Her Hand is Witneſs ; her own Hand does teſtify 
Her Guilt, and my Undoing, look at it, Fortia.— 
| Sbewing her the Letter. 
The Superſcription read—you know the Hand, 
To Seignior Caſtrucchio.—Here, take this Purſe, 
*Tis yours, the Earneſt of a larger Sum, * 
And of my pardoning you, if Acceſſarx 
In her foul Crimes, provided you tell Truth, 
The Truth entire, and nothing but the Truth. 
You ſee, I know too much to reſt in Quiet, 
Suſpenſe is Death. Let me, oh! let me know ẽ 
The whole Extent of her perfidious Baſenefs ; 
Or elſe, I ſwear by all that's juſt and good, 
If by another Hand I know thy Crime, 
No Devil can torment thee worſe than I will, | 
„ I i C2 But 
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But take this Purſe 1 ſay, and tell me plainly, 
If you Caſtruccbio know, his Quality, 


His Perſon, and Abode; and where, and when, 
Commenc'd fo ſtrift Familiarity 


Twixt him and my good Spoule, 


* My Lord, I Gloriana ſerv'd at Vernon. 


Tating the Purſe. 


1 0 her faithfully, and lov'd her well; 

And truly ſne deſerv'd it, for never Woman, 
In Mind and Body equal'd Gloriana. 

About Nineteen, at Maſs, Caftrucchio ſaw her, 
His Family genteel, his Perſon graceful, 

His Age bout Twenty-three, his Fortune mod'rate ; 
He ſaw and lov'd, declar'd it, and was lov'd 
With equal Paſſion. 

Your Lordſhip interven'd, Caftrucehio s Equal 
In Perſon ; but in Quality and Fortune 
Superior far to him. And ſordid Avarice, 

Or dire Ambition, and the Views of Grandeur, 


A Father's harſh Commands, or ſoft Entreaties, 
Sway'd her on your Side to declare. Vour Nuptials 


Were ſolemniz'd, Caſtrucchio ſicken'd on't, 
Became conſumptive, and was ſent to Padua 
Phyſicians to conſult. Lady Varini 

Mean Time was gay, and liv'd in great Magnificence. 
But e' er twelve Months were gone about, you know 
She penſive grew, and courted Solitude. 

You know what Means were us'd, but all in vain, 
For ſtill ſhe viſibly dechn'd in Health. 

At laſt *twas thought adviſeable to, come 

To Venice, to ſee what Change of Air would do, 
And to amuſe her with Variety. _ 

And here ſhe ſoon her Chearfulneſs retriev'd, 
And Livelineſs of Ti emper. And you, my Lord, 
She ſeem'd to love with an uncommon Ardour. 
But oh ! my Lord, permit the ſad Occaſion 
For ever to lie buried in Oblivion : 

Your Peace conſult, and make no farther Search ; 


Command me hence, and ſeal my Tongue in Many 3 
» ay | 
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For all beyond is a tumultuqus Sea, | | 
Will overwhelm yourſelf, and Gloriana, 
In utter Ruin, abſolute Perdition. 

Var. Go on I charge thee, Fortia, ſpeak the worſt, 
Nor can the worſt keep Pace with my Suſpicions, 
Nor known, cauſe greater Anguiſh than I feel 
At preſent. ot add 

Fort. My Lord, with great Reluctance I obey : 
Hear then, but be prepar'd, and flint your Soul. 
Not many Days had we at Venice been, 
Before Caſtrucchio had an Interview 
With Gloriana ; the Means and Manner thus: 

At the Franciſcans Church, before the Altar, 
He ſaw her kneeling, cloſe by her Side he kneel'd, 
Whiſper'd his Love, and her Inconſtancy. | 
She bid him next Day meet her there again. 
He did ſo. She into his Hands convey'd 
A Letter, ts, when you'd go 
From Venice to St. Briens Caſtle, when, 
He might in Safety, her a Viſit make, 

And be admitted by the Poſtern Door. 
© You went. He came. And J admitted him. 
Pardon, my Lord, for ſuch was her Command. 
And here commenc'd their Crimes, as oft repeated, 
As Opportunity would give them Leave. 
The Cauſe why he to Venice came, I know not, 
But I believe, the Counteſs had no Hand in't. 
But there he was, healthy and ſtrong as ever, 
And ſuch the Conſequence. And thence her Gaiety, 
Her Flow of Spirits thence, and wond'rous Fondneſs 
Unuſual Fondneſs for your Lordſhip. A Blind © a 
To hide her Guilt, and criminal Amours. 

Yar. In Youth and Inexperience, ſo much Art ! 
Damn'd Hypocrite ! Who once could have imagin'd, 
Such ſeeming Innocence, and Truth, and Love, - a 
Could harbour ſuch rank Luſt and Perfidy ? 
But me, *twas rather that was inexperienc'd, 

A Dupe in more Reſpects than one, not knowing 
The Nature or of Man, or of this World. 
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22 THE ITALIAN HUSBAND. 
That here could dream of Happineſs, a Fruit 
This Soil produces not, or won't preſerve 

For any Length of Time. We're here but Pilgrims, 
This World an Inn, and its Accommodations 

Well fuiting haſty Paſſengers ; but yet 

Not as we wiſh, not ſuch as ſhould, in Reaſon, 
Wean our Affections from our native Home: 

For e'en its Wine's not pure; if it exhilarates, 

A wambling Nauſea lags not far behind. 

Thus, did her Health ingroſs my very Soul, 

Was all my Care, the utmoſt of my Wiſh ; 

Would Heaven guard that, I almoſt thought myſelf 
Beyond the Reach of ought could give Diſquiet: ' 
*T was granted; ſhe grew well: But ſuch the Terms, 
As will for ever fill my Heart with Woe. 

The Lot of hapleſs Man! The preſent never 
Adminiſters Content. There's Something wanting: 
Could we that abſent Something but obtain, 

We ſhould be truly bleſs'd: That Something comes 
And brings its Load along with it, a Load 
Oppreſſive, galling, and extends our View 

To other Wants we never apprehended ; 

Had no Idea, no Conception of. 

I lov'd her, Fortia, with as pure a Paſſion, 

As ever enter'd human Breaſt. The Ground, 

The very Ground ſhe trod, I thought diſtinguiſh'd 
From common Mould. And then that Tenderneſs, 
Regard, Reſpect, wherewith I ever treated her, 
Thyſelf art Witneſs. Yet ſuch the Recompence, 
Such e the Gratitude I meet with. 
Henceforth let no Man hope by gentleſt Uſage 

To fix a Woman's Love. A Suitableneſs 

Of Diſpoſition, not to be defin'd, 

Is that alone can rivet their Affections. 

Thus Hippia left her Spouſe, a Roman Senator. — 
Left her Siſter, —her weeping Babes, left Rome,. 
With all its gay Diverſions, — to run away with 

A common Gladiator, —> 88 
And he not young, —a Tumour on his Noſe, - 
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His Face with Scars deform'd, and ever- dripping Eyes. 
Again, Fauſtina, in yet higher Lite, 
Rome's Empreſs, lov'd another Gladiator; 
Tho? wedded to the godlike Antonine, 
Great, learned, wiſe, and juſt, the beſt of Men. 
And I'm perſuaded Hippia ſtill would love 
Her Gladiator, tho* decrepit grown, 
With trembling Nerves, and Noſe diſtilling Rheum : 
And would when helpleſs, peeviſh, and moroſe, - 
With anxious Care, and Diligence attend him. 
For Woman varies, when indifferent, 
But when once truly fix'd, is fix'd for ever. 
E'en as the circling Vane, when newly made, 
Whirls round with every gentle Blaſt of Wind, 
But ruſts at laſt, and fixes to a Point. 
But our Talian Strictneſs o'er our Females, 
Does not permit to underſtand their Tempers, 
Till we have ty'd th' indiſſoluble Knot. 
In England, where more Liberty's allow'd, 
Due Caution us'd, they have it in their Power 
To chuſe an Help more meet for their Condition, 


| A Temper more adapted to their own : 


And Oh! had mine with Gloriana's ſuited, 

She ne'er had Falſhood known, nor Anguiſh I. 

But go on, Fortia, finiſh the Detail 

Of her's, and curs'd Caſtrucchio's Practices. 
Fort. Her Height of Spirits, Gaiety, and Love, 

Apparent Love for you, my Lord, continu'd, 

Whilſt you, at proper Intervals, retir'd 

To Briens Caltle, leaving her at Venice; 

For in your Abſence ſhe receiv'd Caſtrucchio. 

But when your conſtant ſtay at Venice hinder'd 

Theſe Meetings, ſhe again began to droop, 

Grew penſive, wan, not capable of Joy. 

Twas then thought fit, a ghoſtly Father ſhould 

Be call'd to her Aſſiſtance. And Frier Paul 

Raguinto was the Man. Raguinto 


None other really was, than baſe Caſtrucchio, 


In 
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In Friers Garb, in which he hitherto 
Has free Admittance found, without Suſpicion. 
And thus things are at preſent z and now, my Lord, 
You know the Truth entire, and nought but Truth. 
Var. I thank thee, Fortia; thou haſt told a Tale, 
I never ſhall forget. And now be gone. 
But take along with thee this Caution, Foriia, 
Not to diſcloſe ne Word of this our Converſe, 
Nor drop one diſtant Hint to Gloriana | 
That I ſuſpect her. As thou regards my Favour, - 
As thou regards thy Life, be ſilent, Fortia. 
Fort. I will, my Lord, be ſilent as the Grave. 
| | [ Exit Fortia. 
Var. Thus ſhe mine Eyes ne*er ſaw without Delight, 
My Heart's big Joy; whoſe Father gave her to me, 
Who gave herſelf; with ſolemn Proteſtations, 
In Preſence of th* Altar, fore God and Man, 
To be entirely mine, and only mine, 
Becomes a meer Highway, admits the Tread 
Of every reeking foul ill ſcented Foot; 
# Neglects fair Honour's Love, forgets her Vows, \ 
1 And ſinks into a Whore, Caſtrucchio's Whore. 
1 Thus, happy was the firſt of human Race, 
"Wt Lord of the Whole below ; nor Sickneſs felt, 
* Nor Pain, nor anxious Care. About him ſmil'd 
The whole Creation. And to compleat his Joys, 
Poſſeſsd the Woman that he dearly lov'd: 
But to the Brim his Cup of Joy when full, 
An interloping Devil overturn'd : 
- And ſuch a Devil art thou, Caſtruccbio. 
vv And doſt thou vainly hope Vengeance t'eſcape ? 
7 In Venice was there none, in ITtah 


1 Amongſt the Thouſands which the World produces, 
8 Was there not one, inher own Power, could pleaſe thee ? 
nl Thou hadſt the World to range in, would none ſerve 

[ But mine eſpous'd, my Property, Caftrucchio ? 
That Fruit belong'd to me by Right divine, 
Confirm'd by fair Conſent, fecur'd by Law. 
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And know, Caftrucchio, tho? I could not guard it | 
From the ſly, ſilent, unſuſpected Thief, 
Yet when he's found, I can ſeverely puniſh him. 


[ Rings a Bell, 


SCENE IL 


Enter Sturio. 


Var. Sturio ! 

Stur. My Lord ! 

Yar. *Tis now about the Space of twice ſeven Years, 
I think, ſince firſt you came to live with me; 
And I, with as much Truth as Pleaſure ſay, 
I never found you, all that Time, or negligent, 
Or guilty of Unfaithfulneſs, in ought 
That did concern my Int'reſt or my Honour. 

Stur. *Tis an uncommon Happineſs, my Lord, 
That my Endeavours ſuch to you ſhould ſeem, 


As they in my Intentions really were. 


Var. But, Sturio, then beſides your being faithful, 


%, I know you're likewiſe brave, and have experienc'd it. 
When in our Travels betwixt Rome and Naples, 


Near Tarracina four Banditti met us, 

With full Intent of Robbery and Murder; 

My Sturio then I ſaw, without Diſmay 

Wielding his Sword with equal Skill and Courage, 


Till we had two laid proſtrate at our Feet, 


And made the reſt precipitately fly. 
Thenceforth I've look*d upon you as a Friend, 
Try'd, and found faithful, and as ſuch have us'd you. 

Stur. This Recollection ſeems, my Lord, I fear, 
T* infer ſome late Default in me. Bur this, 
My Lord, Pm certain of, tis undeſign*d 
Whate'er it be. Your Favours I acknowledge 
Have Gratitude at Heart ; make what Returns 

And if in ought 
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T'upbraid you with Neglects of any Kind. 
Your worthy Qualities I only mention, 
Having now Occaſion for their farther Uſe. 
Get ready then a Brace of Piſtols, Sturio, 
And charge them ; for this Night we go tow'rds Briens, 
Not really go, but only in Pretence. 
Stur. May I preſume to aſk why in Pretence ? 
Var. My whole Deſign I will acquaint you with 
In Time convenient, as tis fit I ſhould, 
As I ſhall want your Help in th* Execution. 
But here your Lady comes. Get all Things ready ; 


(Enter Gloriana.) 
Then call the Gondolier, and let me know. | 
[ Exit Sturio. 


SCENE III. 


Glor. You would not go from Home to Night, my 
Lord ? 

Var. Why, if I ſhould, my Dear, it would not be 
The firſt Night you've, without me, paſs'd in Pleaſure. 
For our Venetian Wives are better taught, 

When their good Spouſes kindly go from Home, 
Than to conſume their Nights in Solitude, 
In Sleep, or pining for their abſent Lords. 

Glor. How other Wives behave I neither know, 
Nor am concern'd about; but this I know, 

Since Fate, and my good Fortune, made me yours, 
I ne'er could part with you without Regret. 

Var. Ah! Glori ! was there but a ſtricter Union 
*Twixt Woman's Words and Deeds, the marry'd State 
Would be a State of Happineſs indeed. 

Glor. I hope, my Lord, I never gave you Reaſon, 
To Tax me with diſcordant Words and Deeds : 
Or my Sincerity to call in Queſtion. * 

Var. Why no- My Dear, — Sincerity's a Thing 
In—every Body's Mouth, — Who talks not of it? 
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Sincerity Why, who does not reproach 
The odious Wretch that wants Sincerity ?— 
And yet *tis true, Sincerity's a Jewel Lia ol 
Worth more by th* Ounce than Rubies rarely met with, 
But your fair Breaſt's ſo rich a Cabinet, | 
That one would ſwear *twas fram'd to hold that Jewel, 
On Purpoſe fram'd. - But yet there's little Confidence 
To be repos'd in moſt delicious Outſides. 
At holy Rome, even in St. Peter's Church, 
What ſtrikes you moſt, the grandeſt, faireſt Object 
Contains within it Rottenneſs and Stench. 

Glor. I make no doubt, my Lord, but you've a 

Meaning, 

Which, when you pleaſe explain, perhaps even I 
Shall have Abilities to comprehend. 

Var. Madam, it may be ſo; but powerful Time 
Will that, and other latent Things diſcover, 
But, Madam, has it never to your Mind 
= Occurr'd, what great Events have been produc'd, 
As well to publick States, as private Perſons, 
By ſeeming Trifles, light as fleeting Air? 
A long neck'd Hern takes Wing; Is it of Moment 
Which Way ſhe turns her Flight? can it be thought 
= Whole Families of Note may owe their Ruin, 
Or great Felicity, to ſuch an Accident? 
That thence, that from an Act, in all Appearance 
So pertectly indifferent, ſhould depend 
A Chain of Cauſes higheſt Joy producing, 
Or moſt intenſe, unalterable Woe ? 


umbling Quarry down: 
D 2 1 Your 
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Your Father's Garden was the Place they fell in; 
My Hawk I haſten'd to preſerve, and there 
Your Father found, invited, entertain'd us 
Hence our Acquaintance ſprang ; here firſt I ſaw 
Berinto's beauteous Daughter, ſaw and lov'd : 
You need not to be told what after follow'd : 
And ſhe it was, that firſt convinc'd me Happineſs 
Was an original Eſſence, had a true Being, 
And was a poſitive and real Good. 
Not wholly negative: Not Indolence: 
Not Vacancy of III: Stability, 
And an Exemption from the Fear of Change, 
Would me have elevated to a Pitch 
Not much inferior to the Bleſs'd above. 
But now I know, tho* Happineſs be real, 
It is not long deſign'd for Mortals here. | 
But pray, my Dear, obſerve: the Hern enjoy'd 
TH Etherial Plain alone, intent on Booty, 
Not apprehending Danger. Th Hawk at length 
Him headlong hurl'd, check'd his aſpiring Views, 
And put a Stop to's farther Depredations. 
And ſomething hence portentous ancient Augury 
Would probably deduce : But Time will ſhew. 


Enter Sturio. 


Stur. The Gondolier, my Lord, attends your Pleafure, 


And every Thing you order'd is in Readineſs. 


[ Exit Sturio. 
Glor. And muſt you go, my Lord, fet out ſo late, 


Cannot your Journey be deferr'd till Morning # ? 
Var. *Tis Buſineſs calls, I muſt away to Brien. 

In three Days Space, perhaps, I may return. 

Mean Time ſhould Seignior Boracchio call, 


You know the Lawyer, help him to thoſe Parchments 


That in my Clofet lie. Here take the Key. 


Gives ber @ ih. 


Glor. Since Fate will have it fo, fly faſt ye Meents, 


And to my longing Arms reſtore my LOVE 1 . 
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Var. May Heaven have under its peculiar Care 
Sincerity, fair Innocence and Truth. [ Exit Varini. 
Glor. He's gone, in ſuch a Humour gone, as 1 
Ne'er ſaw him in before. Is it th* Affair 
That calls him hence that fours him ? Or does he 
Suſpect that all's not right? Has Jealouſy | 
Transfix'd his Brain? How indirect his Talk? 
How Wives behave when Huſbands go from Home. 
What Streſs he laid upon the Word Sincerity ? 
The Hawk the Hern deſtroy'd. Is he ſagacious, 
Of quicker Sight, of greater Penetration 
Than we imagine? And muſt Caſtrucchio fall 
A Victim to his Fury and my Love? 
It muſt not be.— But how ſhall we prevent it, 
Since he's determin'd not t'abſent himſelf 
From Venice, or from me? Alas, how weak 
Are our Reſolves when Love's in th* adverſe Camp! 
But hold—Suppoſe Caſtrucchio ſhould ſtrike firſt, 
And rid me of this Bar to every Joy ?— 
Or is there not a Way more ſecret ?—A Potion !— 
A gentle Potion ſheds no Blood. — To Hell, 
Ye impious Thoughts ! To Hell! from whence you 


ſpring. n 
Oh balefal Vice! how intricate thy Ways? 
When I deſerted Virtue, I loſt Peace. 
But ſuch Behaviour will not bear ſtrict Scrutiny ; 
And I have gone too far to ſtand ſtill now; 
Vice draws on Vice, and to conceal one Crime 
We're often forc'd to perpetrate ten more. 
Ah me ! How great ſhould be our Circumſpection, 
When one looſe Look oft terminates in Murder ! 
But as Varini kindly has allow'd me 
Three Days to weigh this Matter in, I'll ſend 
Once more for my Caſtrucchio; this Chagrin 
He'll ſoon remove, then we'll deliberate, 
What Gourke is beſt, and ſafeſt to be taken. 2 


ACT 


0 THE ITALIAN HUSBAND, 


PBL XI Mey 


ee * 9 
ge {15% 58055 WIG {1 1285 


A d. 
SCENE the Street before Varini's Houſe. 


Enter Caſtrucchio and Mellinto, as in Converſation. 


Caſt. NVY, Melliuto, meer Envy, nothing elſe; 
You cannot bear that others ſhould enjoy 
Thoſe Pleaſures you yourſelves are paſt enjoying. 
Malignity of Years, worn out with Luft, 
Cries out with doleful Din, Vexation,—Vanity — 
And ſo it rings the Changes, All is vain. 

Mell. And thus it is that Men deceive themſelves, 


Becauſe they love to be deceiv'd. But pray, 


Caſtrucchio, who ſo likely to perceive 
The Inconveniences of Things, as thoſe 
Who've prov'd, and had the full Experience of them ? 


| Have you ne'er ſeen with what indignant Rage 


The fierce, unruly, wayward Babe's with-held 
From graſping glowing Iron ? How it ſtruggles, 
Reſents the barbarous Treatment, frowns, exclaims 
Againſt is old malignant Counſellor, 


That keeps him back from Pain moſt N 
And will not ſuffer him to be a Cripple ? 


Juſt ſo we deſpicable old Men warn you, 
To ſhun that Fire ourſelves have ſuffer'd by: 
You laugh, deſpiſe our Counſel, ſeize and ſuffer, 
Then kindly turn yourſelves Adviſers z meet | 
With like Returns. And thus the Race of Fools 
Continues. And to-day with equal Luſtre . 
Shines as did yeſterday, and will to-morrow. 
Caſt. Why, then *tis my Day yet to feel, 7 1 4 
If I too hot ſhould find it, who can be.” & 
But I, to-morrow, may turn Counſellor ? ' 
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Mell. But won't to-morrow be too late, Caſtrucchio ? 
To-morrow's Wiſe-men are a numerous Herd 
That ne'er will ſee to-morrow. 
Caſt. Read that, Mellinto, ponder the Contents, 
Gives him a Letter. 
Form to yourſelf the lovely Hand that wrote it, 
My Years conſider, my Habitude of Body, 
Then who'd be wiſe to-day, as you call Wiſdom ? 


(Mellinto reads.) 


My Huſband this Evening goes into the Country, where 
he deſigns to ſtay for three Days. I have much to ſay to 
you that highly concerns us both. Pray make what haſte 
you can; for the ſooner I ſee you, the ſooner, and longer, 
ſhall I be happy in the Company of my dear, my dear 
Caſtrucchio. ; 


(Mellinto gravely returns the Letter.) 


Caſt. Beauty itſelf, and an Exceſs of Love, 
Of -Love reciprocal, Mellinto, calls me. 
> Now, I ſuppoſe, your Wiſdom would adviſe me 
& To ſend her Word, t apply to the Holy Virgin 
For powerful Aid, to purify her Soul; | 
To drop her Beads; to faſt; to turn her Thoughts 
On her good Huſband ; and to wait with Patience 
Her Lord's Return ; with other holy Geer. 

Mell. You want not Senſe, Caſtrucchio, nor Diſcretion, 
Nor Probity of Mind, in any Caſe 
Where this impetuous Paſſion interferes not. 
I lov'd your Father, was your Father's Friend, 
Eſteem Caſtrucchio, as a Youth by Nature 
For great Atchievements form'd, can he but *ſcape 
The foft Allurements of illicit Luſt. 
More hoary Winters have gone o'er my Head, 
Pve ſeen the ſad Effects, have read, have heard of 
Examples dire, and wond'rous Devaſtations 
That Fire has made; and I would ſpeak, Caſtrucchio, © 
I wouldadviſe, but Scoffers never liſten,” 
Give no Alttention,——never hear Reproof,— 
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Caſt. Father Mellinto ſpeak, and I will hear you 
With all the Seriouſneſs the ſoft Idea 
Of this delicious Woman will permit : 
And I can ſtay to hear; for greater Darkneſs 
Is better ſuited to my gay Deſigns. 
Mell. Darkneſs, in Truth, beſt ſuits the Deed, 
Caſtrucchio, 
That you're about; but Darkneſs cannot hide 
From him you moſt ſhould dread, who trait'rous 
Deeds, 
And Acts of Wrong, of Robbery, and Lewdneſs 
Deteſts ; and will avenge with Stripes ſevere. 
You know the Woman's marry*d ; this curs'd Letter 
Declares her Huſband's gone from Home. She's 
marry'd ! | 
Reflect on that! ſhe's marry'd ! 
Cast. Why ſo I do, Melliinto, and reflect 
That there are great Conveniences in Marriage : 
If ought ſhould happen, why, there's a Father ready. 


No Reputation loft. No forc'd Abortions. 


No ſecret Dealings with commodious Women. 
The fair one whines not. No Parents break their Hearts. 
No talk of broken Vows. No private Murders. 
No Family Reſentments. No fooliſh Brother 
To ſtrut and to look ſaucy with-- What do you mean, Sir? 
But yeſterday I met an Engliſh Gentleman, 
Who mention'd an Affair that lately happen'd 
Mongſt his Acquaintance : thus; 

Young Strephon long had lov'd the beauteous Cloe, 
Had made aſſiduous Courtſhip, was accepted, 
All Things were ſettled, and to-morrow fix*d 
To be the Wedding-Day : This Night he ſpent with her, 
Not idly ſpent, Mellinto. At Morning's Dawn 
Took Horſe, and ne'er return'd. Her Brother follow'd, 
Challeng'd, fought, was kill'd. Ar nine Months End, 
Nine Months of inimaginable Anguiſh, 8 
With a dead Child dy'd Cloe. Her Parents thug, 
Bereav'd of Son and Daughter, their only I _ 
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After ſome Time with broken Hearts expir'd, - 
Here then, by ſimple, harmleſs Fornication, 
With Circumſtances of much Horror, _ 
Not leſs than five. 
A Widow too, he ſaid, her Quiver fill'd 
With three fair Shafts, one Daughter and two Sons, 
Seduc'd by flattering Speech, gave up the Rein 
To lawleſs Luſt, was pregnant, and deliver'd 
In ſecret z and, to hide her Shame, deftroy'd 
The hapleſs Babe. But Murder's ſeldom ſuffer' d 
Long een eſcape the Cogniſance of Man. 
The piteous Wretch was quickly apprehended, 
Convicted, executed, and her Body 
Conſign'd to roothleſs Men to be inſpected, 
Cut, mangled, and with leering Curioſity 
Deſcanted on. Her inoffending Sons, 
Not able to endure a Shock ſo violent, 
Their Days determin'd in a neighbouring Pool: 
The Daugher left her Country, in hopes to find 
Some Place her Mother's Name had ne'er arriv'd at. 
Here then again, one Act of Fornication 
Occalion'd Death to Four, with Circumſtances 
Moſt dreadful to reflect on; and to a F 
Ah me! poor Maid what Anguiſh muſt thou feel ? 
Why then with ſuch an Emphalis, Mellinto, 
Remember that ſhe's married ? 

Mell. By laying ſuch Streſs on Marriags, miſtake me 

not; ; 

I did not mean to recommend Impurity 
Of other Kinds, My real Sentence is, 
ConTAIN or WED. And as to Difficulties 


» — 


In one, or Inconveniences of th? other, 


You've neither Time nor Will to hear me ſpeak. 
To th' Act impure of /fngle Perſons then 
Pll only ſay, * all that can be ſaid 


In Vindication of them, comes ta this, 


And nothing more; Is BETTER TO, INCUR. 11 
Divine DispLEASURE THAN. TEMPORAL COTE ISS 
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And thoſe not real, but imaginary, 

As they themſekves more ſquander, more conſume, 
Than would with Decency ſupport a Family ;— 
That ſuch the plain, the oft repeated Rules 

Of holy Faith tranſgreſs ;—cauſe much Uneaſineſs 
To Perſons innocent, that ne'er deſerv'd 


Such Treatment at their Hands.—That Nature's Law | 


T hey violate, nor ſo behave tow'rds others, 


As they would others ſhould behave tow'rds them : 
That they corrupt their Minds ;—Give a wrong Biaſs 
To their Affections —And thus acquire ill Habits z— 


And run great Hazard of eternal Woe ;— 

As it's a Fault we ſeldom can repent of; 

For, from Reflection Sorrow comes, from Sorrow 
Repentance. But if here we uſe Reflection, 
Nature would rather prompt to Repetition : 

If here ſad Sorrow ſprings, it muſt ariſe 

From Source divine. But this is not the Caſe; 

I fay again, remember that ſhe's marry'd, 

And that ſhe's ſo, Caſtrucchio does infer 

Her being another's by ſtrong Aſſeverations 

And Promiſe, made in Places of moſt Sanctity, 
And before Witneſſes of good Repute, | 
In Words too the moſt binding, the moſt ſolemn 
Could be devis'd by Men. In Compenſation 
For this great Gift, receiv'd by th* Hand of thoſe 
That only could beftow it, herſelf and Parents, 
The Man ſecludes himſelf from other Women, 
And binds himſelf, in Words of equal Force, 
To her alone. Our Guides in Spirituals call jt 

A Sacrament; that is, they know not what; 
But ſomething of uncommon Sanctity, 

And mighty Obligation. 

But, to leave Words of dubious or no Meaning, 
A Contract *ris, a Covenant or Vow, 

Conceiv'd in ſtricteſt Terms, and executed 

In the moſt publick, the moſt ſolemn Manner, 


To render thoſe that break it inexcuſable ** 
* 25 * 
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As well to Men, as to their great Creator. 
He then that makes Infractions in this Caſe, 
Breaks in upon another's Property, 
Robs, injures, cauſes Breach of Faith, and tramples 
On Laws divine and human. | 
Nor do I doubt but moſt of the Calamities, 
Great, galling, ſore Calamities that __ 
To publick States, to Families, or Perſons, 
Have their Original from Wrath divine, 
For foul Pollution, and illicit Luft. | 

Caſt. My Head's too full for Argument at preſent, 
I can't diſpute. Let Nature plead for me, / 
Give Senſe her Weight. Let Appetite prevail, 

But let me hear *gainſt three ſuch Advocates, 
What Reaſon farther has oppoſe; for I 
Have not conſulted her in this Affair. 

Mell. Caftrucchio, I believe you. Have Patience then. 
An haſty Shower of Rain in Tydia fell, | 
*Tis ſaid, which ſwept away the Soil, and left 
An Hollow, into which one Gypes entering, 
Obſerv'd a brazen Horſe, and in its Side 
A ſecret Door, which opening, to his View 
Expos'd an human Carcaſe, of a Size 
Unuſual, and on its Finger a Ring of Gold, 

Which taking thence, and putting on his Finger; 
He found made him viſible or viſible, 
As he in ſuch a Manner plac'd the Ring. 

By th? Aid of this he firſt ſeduc'd the Queen, 
And then, by her Aſſiſtance, flew the King, 

Then ſeiz'd the Jydian Diadem and reign'd. 

Had you this Ring of Gyges, could become, 
Whene'er you pleas'd, inviſible to Men; 
Could you with Honour, Honeſty, or Conſcience, 
Convey yourſelf into that good Man's Cloſet, 
Whoſe Wife you make ſo free with; and ſecrete 
His Writings, and his Title to's Eſtate, f 
And forge another Title, the Inheritance 

QF his Domains intailing on yaur Iſſue, 
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In Bar to's own ? Could ſuch an Act, Caſtruccbio. 
To any Court in Heaven or Earth appear 

Not unjuſt, not meriting due Vengeance? 

Caſt. An heinous Act indeed, that merits more 
Than th' Halter here. An Act I'd not be guilty of, 
For ten times his Poſſeſſions, great as they're. 

Mell. You'd not be guilty of! Alas! how ſmall 
'The Sway of Reaſon o'er the human Mind, 

When Paſſion interferes of any ſort ! 

You'd not be guilty of! Why, what you do, 
Involves more Guilt than that twice ten times told, 
Suppoſe a Son, a Firſt-born Son ſhould prove 
The Products of your ſtolen Joys, Caftruccbio ? 

Caſt. Well put i'faith, the very Caſe in Hand: 

For ſhe's in teeming State, that never teem'd. 
Nor do we doubt the happy Cauſe, Mellinto. 
My Vigour *twas atchiev'd the glorious Feaſt. 
Nor yields it ſmall Diverſion, to behold _ 

How the good Man grows fonder ſtill and fonder 


As if himſelf had don't. | 


Mell. And is not this inviſibly to break 
His iron Cheſt? his Writings of Importance 
To run away with? and to ſteal his Title? 


And forge another with a dockt Intail ? 


In Favour of your Baſtard, in Prejudice 
To his own legal Iſſue, or next Heirs ? 
And is not this moſt damnable Injuſtice? 


Would hanging think you make ſufficient Recompence? 


To trick a man thus out of his Eſtate; 

To cut off his Poſterity ; and all 

By Blood related to him; and that for ever : 

To give it to the Child of him he hates, 

Or ought to hate, een as the Gates of Hell! 

But do you ever think of Death, Caſtruccbio? 
Caſt. Lord! good Mellinto, if you thus proceed, 

Jou'll put ſuch Gravity upon my Face, 22 

That my fair Paramour will think I've been 
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But ſeriouſly, Mellinto, can you think FEES 
A lively luſty Lad of Five and Twenty, 
Would that grim Viſage chuſe to gaze upon, 
Rather than Things of more engaging Looks, 
And pleaſing Aſpect ?—But pray go on.— 
When I am marry'd, perhaps your Laws may ſeem 
To have ſome Weight in them; and be of Uſe 
To tutor my good Spouſe with, or a Son, 
Should he become extravagant in Wenching, | 
Or ſpend more Caſh than I ſhould chuſe to part with. 
And now I honeſtly profeſs, that Death 
Has not been much the Object of my Thoughts. 
Remember Five and Twenty early Days. 

Mell. Why, half the human Race ne'er reaches Five, 
Without the Twenty; and Thouſands younger far 
Than you, this Moment draw their lateſt Breath. 

But have you ever ſeen one die, Caſtrucebio? 

Caſt. I've ſeen ſome pretty near it; tis an Object 
Not ſuiting with my Age or Inclination. 
Mell. It is indeed a melancholy Scene; 
But as it is a Part we all muſt act, 
The laſt Part too ! *twould well become us often 
To con it o'er, that when our Turn comes on, 
We may behave with ſuitable Decorum, 
And quit the Stage with Honour and Applauſe. 

In Pain, and reſtleſs, to a Bed confin'd, 
Of Life deſpairing, yet afraid to die; 
To ſee one's ſelf peculiarly mark'd out, 
And ſever'd for Deſtruction, whilſt all around 
Goes on as uſual ; the Sun its Luſtre ſhews, _ 
Nor do the Birds, for us, their warbling ceaſe. _ 
In this Diſtreſs we caſt about for Help, 37 
But none can find. Our Friends can only pity us. 
Thus th' hunted Deer, by Dogs and Men ſurrounded, 
Toſſes his branchy Head this Way and that. 
To ſee if ought can help, or Means afford 
For his Eſcape, In vain; he muſt ſubmit. 
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The Herd, mean time, looks on, or bounds the Plzing 
Or grazes unconcern'd. 

To leave the Light, and all one holds moſt dear, 
'To paſs the dreary Vale of Death, whoſe Horrors 
None can declare aright. To enter then 
A State of Being we've no Conception of 
Diſtinct, nor clearer than the Babe, &er born, 

Had of this mortal Coil we are now incumber'd in: 
To ſink into Oblivion, be depoſited 

In the cold Clay alone and ſolitary. 

Theſe Thoughts will give a different Face to Things, 
Add Weight to Guilt, and a peculiar Blackneſs. 

The Purity of him that made the Heavens, 

His Love of Purity, his Will declar'd q 
*Gainſt all Pollutions of whatever kind : 

That we ſhould make our Bodies not a Ca 

For Harpies, filthy obſcene Birds, to neſtle in; 
But 'Temples for a Spirit ſedate and pure. 


That there are future everlaſting Joys, 


Or endleſs Woe extream. Theſe, theſe are Gems 
Of a too radiant Hue, too bright a Luſtre, 
For Youth, hot Blood, and Luſt to look upon. 


Caſt. Youth is at beſt, you know, a fading Flower, 


That quickly ſickens, and that ſoon will die: 
And growing Years, and Wiſdom thence enſuing, 
Will boiling Blood, and furious Luſt aſſwage. 
Luft then may be in th* Head, come down to th* Heart, 
But will deſcend no lower. We then may think, 
And wiſh, and ſigh, Mellinto, but can't do. 

Mell. Thou waggiſh wanton Youth, undone Caſtrucehio, 
Thou Irreclaimable ! Yet I'll not leave thee. 
If Honour then, nor Honeſty, nor Conſcience, . 
Nor Dread of ought hereafter moves thee, think 
Of Jealouſy, Italian Jealouſy ! 
Its Watchfulneſs, and unrelenting Fury. 

Caſt, Pm not at leiſure now to think of Jealouſy; 
Bur ſhould I ought ſuſpect, I may prevent it, ww | 
By giving the firſt Blow, and that effectual. 
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Mell. Thus you the Wife debauch, and Huſband 


murder. | 

Caſt. Not if he'll let me be with her in quiet, 
And I from him no Danger apprehend. 

P11 do't but in the Way of Selt-Defence. 
But th* Hour approaches, the Hour of fierce Attack, 
Of warm and eager Conteſt. I muſt be gone. 

Mell. The fatted Ox thus, from the Stall let looſe, 
Throws up his Heels, and rampant ſcowers the Plain 
Exulting, as it Liberty regain'd, 

He now at large ſhould range the flowery Meads ; 
When, poor unthinking Fool, th' uplifted Axe, 

The bloody Knife, and Slaughter-Houſe are near ; 
And ſuch, I fear's thy Caſe, unhappy Youth. - 
But ſince nought I can w avails, firſt hear 

Th' Award of Wiſdom from an Eaſtern Sage, 

Then get thee gone, and prove its Verity : 

The Man that, breaking Wedlock, faith in's Heart 
Who ſeeth me, compalſs'd as I am with Darkneſs ? 

The Walls my covering are, what need I fear ? 


, 'Tis only th* Eyes of Men this Man's afraid of, 
It enters not his Mind, that th' Eyes of God 


Exceed the Sun ten thouſand Times in Brightneſs ; 

That he beholds the ſecret Ways of Men; 

Did all Things know before Creation was, 

And took a View of them when perfected. 

Where ſuch ſuſpected not ſhall he be caught: | 

And meet with Vengeance in the publick Streets. [ Exit. 
Caſt. What pleaſure take theſe venerable Sages 

In hearing themſelves talk? But get thee gone 

With all thy Counſel, and ill-boding Wiſdom. 

*T'is Gloriana now fills all my Soul. 


Raps at the Door, and is let in by Fortia. 


The Curtain falls. The Mufick frikes up with ſomething at 
firſt mighty gay and ſprightly, but ending in @ Manner 
extreamly melancholy and ſolemn, RM 
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SC EN E continues, and dark. 


Enter Varini with his Sword drawn, and Sturio with a 


Piſtol in each Hand. Sturio raps at the Door. 


HO's at the Door ? 
Stur. Fortia, *tis I : My Lord has ſent 
me hither 
With an important Letter to the Counteſs, 
Which muſt be given her without Delay. 
Fort. (within.) T'Il go and tell her, and return im- 


mediately. 


Fortia 
(within.) 


After ani time For tia returns. 
Fort. (within.) Give me the Letter, Sturio, then 


retire, 
And wait below, till I return an Anſwer. 


Fortia opens the Door. Varini and Sturio ruſh in. Fuft 
after, Gloriana and Fortia give one loud Shriek. In 


ſeme Time, an headleſs Trunk is toſſed from the Window 


upon the Stage. After that, Varini, Fortia, and Sturio 
come out of the Houſe, croſs the Stage, and Exeunt. 


SCENE II. continues, and dark. 
Enter Mellinto, with a Servant carrying a Lantborn. 


Mell. Some think Phyſicians might as well diſcover 
The Diſpoſition of their Patients Bodies, 
By oft repeated Dreams, as Pulſe or Urine. | 
Thus, pleaſing Dreams, jocund and full of Hope, 
Of Odours, Banquets, Mylck, indicate 
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A Conſtitution temperate and even. 

Sometimes we're heavy loaden, fain would run, 

Would ſpeak, or call for Help; but neither Feet, 
Nor Tongue, will anſwer our Deſires: This ſhews —- 
Repletion. But if wing d we ſoar aloft, 

Th' Humour's thin, and moderate in Quantity. 

Cold, Snow, and Waters, Flegm: Fire, Choler proves, 
And Forms terrific, doleful Melancholy. 

This may in Part be true; but yet ſometimes, 

Dreams ſeem to riſe from a ſuperior Cauſe : 

Thus Pharaoh dream'd, and Foſeph thence foreſaw, 
When at a ſeven year's Diſtance, meagre Famine. 

Nor can I think, ſo lively an Impreſſion, 

As juſt was made on me, can riſe from Fumes 

Of Indigeſtion, or laſt Evening's Talk. 

When I Caſtruccbio left, you know him, Pietro, 

And home retir'd, and laid me down to reſt, 

Sleep clos'd mine Eyes; but yet methought I ſaw, 
With utmoſt Clearneſs, my much honour'd Friend 
Caftrucchio's Father, with uncommon Gravity, 

And deep Concern upon his Countenance, 

In Mourning cloath'd ; all elſe as when alive. 

Mellinto, ſaid he, repeating g it, Mellinto, 

You've well diſcharg'd the Duty of a Friend, 

A Friend ſincere, diſintereſted, hearty, - 

As well to me, as my unhappy Son. 

But Luſt poſſeſs d his Head; Luſt fill'd his Heart: 
He — lies an _— heartleſs Trunk, 
Expos'd in open S where laſt you left him. 

Oh take New thee — bury him F arewel. 
He ſaid. Then vaniſh'd into fleeting Air. 
So clear the Viſion ſeem'd ; the Tale fo regular ; 

In Part ſo ſuited to my Apprehenſions z 

That I determin'd, without Loſs of Time, 

To know the Truth. And this *twas brought me hither, 
At this unſeaſonable Time o Night. 


n hereabouts 1 it was I pre with him, 


But 
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But what lies here ? mots ſee, the Lanthorn bring 
| Stumbles upon the Body. 
This Way. Alas! here is indeed a Coarſe 
Without a Head; Pietro, turn itup, 
And let's behold the other Side. Oh Heavens 
Upon its Breaſt a deep and deadly Gaſh, 
And not improbably without a Heart. 
The Ring he wore was of a Make peculiar, 
I know it. Search if now upon his Finger. 


They ſearch. 
The very Ring ! The headleſs, heartleſs Youth] 


Ah poor. Caſtrucchio ! Not Thieves have us'd thee thus, 
But to 23 — Luſt haſt thou a Victim fallen. | 
Where thou ſuſpected'ſt not, perhaps, waſt caught, 
And ſuffereſt Vengeance in the publick Streets. 

I caution'd thee ; but, full of thine own Senſe, | 
Thou ſlighted'ſt me and my Advice. But Wiſdom, 
By all ker Children, will — ever juſtify'd, 

Will at long Run be found moſt excellent, 

And ſafe to all that follow her Directions. 

But let us bear away this gaſtly Spectacle 

To the next publick Houſe we open find, 

Where, free from farther Inſult, let it lie, 

Whilſt I make Search after the direful Cauſe, 

And bloody Inſtrument of ſuch a Murder, 

And get things ready for his Funeral. 


Exeunt, bearing the Corghe. 


i SCENE III. 
I | An Apartment in Varini's Houſe. 
Enter Valeria and Fortia. 


Val. Lord! What a Night has this been ! Fortia, 
where, 


Where could you be convey'd, where hide yourſelf 
When ſo much wanted? Whence this mighty Tumult? 
Who's murder'd ! th* Occaſion what? That e 
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So full of Horror in your Lady's Chamber. 

How came it there? Pray let me know the Truth. 
Fort. In this Affair, dear Madam, I intreat you 

To think me wholly blameleſs. Had my Lady 

But liſten'd to my Counſel.—But you know, 

What Servants ſay is but of little Weight.— 

And then we dare but hint, nor always that. 

Obedience, not Debate's a Servant's Duty; 

I beg you therefore to believe me innocent. 

But have you ſeen my Lady ? I pity her, 

Poor Soul I pity her, tho? ſhe's much too blame. 


I doubt not but you've ſeen her. Pray how is ſhe ? 
Twas great Diſtreſs indeed J left her in. 


Var. Diſtreſs ! Fortia; why, ſuch a Scene of Woe _ 


As I have ſeen, what Fancy can conceive, 

Or Tongue exprels ? | 

Not long had gentle Slumber ſeal'd mine Eyes, 
Before, methought, I heard the Shriek of Women 
From Gloriana's Room; the Voice ſeem'd her's, 
And, Fortia, your's. Ilikewiſe heard a Buſtle, 
Saw Lights paſs and repaſs, heard ſomething heavy, 
As from her Window fall into the Street. 

TH outward Door was open'd. Then, at once, 
All things were quiet, as if nought had happen'd. 
Surpriz'd-I was, but could not gueſs the Meaning. 
I apprehended Thieves were broken in, 

And, every Moment, dreaded their Approach 

At my Apartment. But when I perceiv'd 

All Things remain'd in Peace and undiſturb'd, 

I ventur'd forth, to ſee how Matters ſtood 

In Gloriana's Room: And there I ſaw. 

Good God ! May mine Eyes never more behold 

A Sight ſo full of Horror. On the Floor | 
Were, here and there, diſpers'd great Lakes of Blood. 
Near her Bedſide was laid a human Head, © 

Its Face tow'rds her, pale, and beſmear'd with Blood, 
With all the Gaſtlineſs of Death upon it. 

Her Sheets appear'd as buck'd in Blood. Herſelf, 
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As if in Cerecloaths wrapt of purple Gore. 

Bloody her Face, ſave little Streaks of White 

Her Tears had made, deſcending down her Cheeks. 
In this ſad Plight I found her. I enquir'd 

The doleful Cauſe. She wrung her Hands and wept, 
Her Hands diſtilling Blood. Where's Fortia ? ſaid I. 
She wrung her Hands and wept, but no Reply. 
Beſides all this, I ſaw her Pangs come on her : 

She fell in Travel, Fortia ; was deliver'd 

Of a dead Child; a-Boy, th' abortive Ho 

Of the Yarin”s. - And ſuch the preſent SY 

Of my unhappy Neice, poor Gloriana / 


Fort. Ah poor Unfortunate | The Throws of Child- 


birth! 
Miſcarriage added to that Load of Sorrows |! 
A Load before too heavy to be borne 
By her ſoft, tender, unexperienc'd Shoulders. 
But Vengeance ſtarts at the ſame Time with Vice, 
Its Gaol not quite ſo forward, but as it moves 
Inceſſantly its Steps. It ſeldom fails, 
Or firſt, or laſt, to overtake the Criminal. 
Her Courſe was ſhort indeed, her Puniſhment 
Lagg'd not behind, but quickly overtook her. 

Val. Criminal! and Vice! apply'd to Gloriana ! 
Oh ! my Suſpicions, may you groundleſs prove. 
But tell me, Fortia, tell me what you know, 

Nor keep me longer in this ſad Suſpence. 

Fort. You know Caſtrucchio, Madam. He who firſt 
Addreſs'd the Counteſs. He who had her Heart, 
E'en when ſhe to Varini gave her Hand. 

For near nine Months he now has been at Venice, 
In Count Farini's Abſence was admitted, 

By Night, in his own Perſon ; but by Day, 

In that of Paul Raquinto's, a good Frier, 

As if to give her ghoſtly Conſolation. 

Val. Admitted, Fortia | who admitted him? 
Could you be privy ; could Fortia be an Agent 
In Practices like theſe ? Berinto plac'd 


Great 


— 
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Great Confidence in Fortia, thought her virtuous, - 

Of ſolid Underſtanding, not unfit | | 

To guide, by Counſel, his young Daughter's Steps. 
Fort. To paſs impartial Judgment, you ſhould place 

Yourſelf in Fortia's Circumſtances. Pray 

Conſider, ſhe appointed him to come | 

At ſuch an Hour, and order'd me admit him. 

Could I be certain Miſchief would enſue ? 

Or if I knew ſo much, could I prevent it 

Without moſt imm*nent Danger to myſelf ? 

He came, Reception found, and I had Reaſon 

To think this Meeting ended not in Innocence. 

A dangerous Secret this. On one Hand Profit 

If I would ſerve them in their baſe Intrigue : 

On th' other; Tou know dead People tell no Tales, 

And truly, whether they ſuſpected ought, 

Or from what other Views I cannot tell ; 

But from ſome broken Hints I overheard, 

I know it was reſolv'd, as molt expedient, 

The Count ſhould be diſabled to do Hurt, 

And gentle Fortia to diſcover Secrets, | 
Val. Well, Fortia, be as guiltleſs as you pleaſe, 

Pray to the Point. You ſay, he was admitted, 


Fort. He was ſo, Madam, whene'er the Count was 


abſent, | 
And I believe without the leaſt Suſpicion, 
Till yeſterday the Count a Letter nr 
In her own Hand, directed to Caſtrucchtio. 
He tax'd me as an Agent, offer'd Money, 
He threaten'd. Ah! what Fury in his Eyes! 
And in his Words Severity and Rage! 
The dire Expreſſion, and the Tone of Voice, 
Will ſurely in mine Ears for ever ſound : 
If from another Hand I know thy Crime, 
* No Devil can torment thee worſe than I will.” 
When ſo much Truth was come to Light, I thought 
"Twas beſt.conſult my own Security. 
I therefore told him all, without Diſguiſe. | 
= l 2 He 
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He more in Temper ſeem'd when he knew all, 

Than when I met him firſt. Bade me be gone, 
Charg'd me be ſilent as I valu'd Life. 

We parted. Afterwards, with ſmiling Face, 

He told the Counteſs he muſt go to Briens, 

Where Buſineſs would detain him three whole Days. 
He, as we thought, ſet out. Caſtrucchio came 

As uſual, being acquainted with his Journey ; 

*Bout Midnight Sturio knock'd ; I aſk'd his Buſineſs ; 
He ſaid, the Counteſs muſt receive a Letter 

From Count Varini. 1 whiſper'd in her Ear: 

She bade me fetch it. With that Intent the Door 

I open'd. When behold ! Varini arm'd 

With naked Sword, with Brace of Piſtols Sturio, 
Ruſh'd boldly in, ran to my Lady's Bed, 

Where, at her Side, Caſtrucchio lay aſleep, 

Into whoſe Breaſt Varini plung'd his Sword, 

And with repeated Stabs let out his Soul ; 

Then dragg'd him out of Bed. Then, Sturio, ſaid he, 
Lop off his Head. He did ſo. His Breaſt himſelf 
Ripp'd up with trenchant Blade; took out his Heart, 
Which leaping in his Hand, Madam, faid he, 
Turning his Face tow'rds her, This is the Heart 

Of your lov'd Paramour. How ſprightly *tis ! 
What! Would you have him wholly to yourſelf ? 
How could s' unreaſonable a Thought poſſeſs you? 
Let this, ſaid he, be my Share ; take you that, 
And tow'rds her kick'd the Head with Indignation : 
Mean while great was her Horror, great .her Anguiſh, 
And earneſtly ſhe begg'd to be releas'd 

By ſpeedy Execution. But he meant 

To do her no ſuch Favour. But the Body 

He order'd Sturio in his Arms to take, 

And thro' the Window toſs into the Street. 


Then ſtraight commanded him, and me, to follow him, 


And thus we left her to her own Reflections, 

And went from thence directly to the Council ; 

n happen'd then, upon ſome urgent Buſineſs, 
Later 
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Later to fit than uſual. To them Varim 
Declar'd the whole Affair, the Truth whereof 

Was witneſs'd to by Sturio and me; 

The Iſſue was, Varini was acquitted. . _ -» ,,' 
If you would know upon what Grounds the Council 
Gave ſuch a Verdict, S§turis beſt can tell you, 


Enter STR IO. 


And here he very opportunely comes; 
Mean time I'Il ſee if I can ſerve the Counteſs. ; 
* 1 { Exit Fortia. 
Val. I've heard the Manner of this barb'rous Fatt 
And ſad Occaſion of it. I've likewiſe heard | 
That you have been before the Council, Sturio; 
And that my Lord Varini is acquitted. 
But pray inform me, Sturio, on what Grounds 
The Council going could ſuch a Verdict give. 
Was it not Murder, and is not Murder capital ? 
Is this to execute, or to diſpenſe with Law ¾́ 
Stur. I cannot, Madam, all was ſaid remember, 
But will the moſt material Things relate 
That I can call to Mind. My Maſter then 
Having declar'd the Truth entire, and Fortia 
And I atteſted it; the Chief o' th* Council 
Gave his Opinion, in Words to this Effect: 
Matrimony's that from whence Society 
Receives its Baſis That whereby a Son, 
A Father, Brother, are diſtinctly known; 
And th* happy Source of all that Tenderneſs, 
That Care, that fond Regard, which uſually 
Attends ſuch Relatives.—To that are owing 
All uſeful Education.—AHl Improvements *' 
In Science. — And th* Imbelliſhments of Life. 
That without Matrimony, ſtill in Woods, 
The Savage fierce intractable had ran. 
Matrimony, continu'd he's the firſt, — 
The ſolemneſt Engagement,—ftriteſt Tye,— 1 
: 0 
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Moſt holy Bond, Mankind engages in. 

Such Combinations wrought thereby, ſuch Union, 

That Man and Woman in a Manner ceaſe. 

To be diſtindt. And in each other's Perſon 

So perfect a Propriety obtain, 

And of a Sort ſo high, and ſo peculiar, 

That one may juſtly ſay, the Man that violates 

This ſacred Bond, and foully does pollute 

His Neighbour's Wife, commits an heinous Crime 

Againſt her Huſband's Body, Goods, and Fame. 

That ſuch Abuſe confounded houſhold Peace, 

Occaſion'd great Calamities to Men, 

And often brought Communities to Ruin. 

That ſince of Wedlock ſuch the mighty Uſe, 

Such the Convenience, and its Violation 

Produc'd Effects of ſo malign a Nature; 

The Laws regarding it had 'ever been 

Enforc'd by Penalties ſevere and ſtrong. 

When Noab left the Ark, Tradition ſays, 

One Precept given him was, Adultery's Death. 


To IfraePs Sons the Law's expreſs. The Adulterer, | 


And the Adultereſs ſhall ſurely die. 

The Church, he ſaid, relax'd this Law divine; 
Some think. with carnal Views. And in Effect, 
It gave not only perſonal Security - 

To Wiveleſs Vowers of ſtrict Chaſtity, 

But yielded large Domains, and noble Edifices, 
T' atone, or to commute for, Evils done. 

But as their Canons are not here admitted, 

But when conſiſtent with the Laws of Venice, 
And as the Civil Law has made it capital, 
The Fact being plainly prov'd againſt the Counteſs, 
My Judgment is, Yarini be acquitted, 1 


Enter 
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Enter Varini and Mellinto together at the ſame Door, 
as if in Converſation. | 


Var. What in the Street you found concerns me 
not; | 
Let Dogs devour it, or let it be caſt 
Into ſome Puddle, for Paſſengers to ſtep on : 
Or bury it, Mellinto, if you think 
The Villain worthy of it. The Trunk is your's. 
The Heart I have diſpos'd of z and the Head 
Is my good Wife's peculiar Property. 
Nor ſhall the Head and ſhe for ever part. 
I've left her that to ſolace herſelf with; | : 
That ſtands upon her Cabinet, Mellinto, 
And there ſhall ſtand. Twill help her to recall 
Paſt Pleaſures. | 
And who can tell, but it may bring to Mind 
Some uſeful Meditations upon Death ? 
Its gaſtly Look, and Smell, may cool hot Luſt, 
May wean her, by Degrees, Mellinto; may ſerve 
To reconcile her to her Loſs ſuſtain'd. 
There ſhall it ſtand Mellinto, I'm determin'd, 
Till its ſtrong Smell becomes inſufferable : 
Then ſhall its Brains be ſcoop'd ; its Fleſh boil'd off; 
Its Skull a Cup be made; the only Cup 
She ever ſhall be ſuffer'd to drink out of. 
Mell. When Fury's at the Height, my Lord, ſound 
Reaſon 
It utterly diſcards, and carries Things 
Too far, and does induce a Sort of Madneſs. 
Var. 8 ah! Mellinto, ſuch Treatment have I met 
with, | 
From that deteſted execrable Wretch, 
As is enough to make one mad indeed. 
7 You can't conceive, Mellinto, you can't conceive, 
From what a Pinnacle of Joy he's thrown me, 
And into what a Gulph of * I'm fallen. 


And 
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And as for her, the hapleſs Gloriana, : 
I lov'd her |—Oh, inadequate's the Term 
I more than lov'd, *twas perfect Adoration ; 
Not Woman could I think her, but ſome Angel, 
Who leaving bliſsful Seats, had Woman's Form 
Aſſum'd, to make me happy. 
But, I alas! inſtead of a Behaviour, 
Suiting with Notions ſo ſublime and airy, 
Have met with Perfidy, Diſſimulation, 
Low Cunning, Fraud, and vile Hypocriſy, 
Sly Craft, hot Luft, and baſe Ingratitude, 
An Angel's Form, with Devil's Diſpoſition. 
A Shock fo violent, a Blow ſo unexpected, 
And in the Place alone was without Armour, 
Has pierc'd my Heart, and render'd Life a Burden, 
Has pierc'd my Heart, Mellinto ! J feel it here, 

Laying bis Hand upon his Breaſt. 

And know, I cannot long ſurvive the Wound. 
I therefore am determin'd to retire, 
My Reſolution's fix*d, irrevocable, 
Into a Convent : nor have farther Converſe 42 5 
With this bad World. And there ſhall J find Leiſure, 
To recolle& the Errors of my Life; | 
And my Affections tow'rds thoſe Regions raiſe, 
Where we ſhall be belov'd, &en as we love. 
And poſlible it is I may recover, 
{n Time, a Temper cool enough to weigh, 
In even Balance, that hated Villain's Fact 
And my Reſentment, which raiſes no Remorſe 
At preſent; and, I believe, will ever ſeem 
To me, if any, but a venial Sin, 
The laſt I ſhall repent of, and the laſt 
That I ſhall ever pray to be forgiven. [Exit Varini. 
Mell. No farther Converſe will Varini have 
With this bad World? But does Varini think 
A Convent ſituated beyond the Bounds. 
Of this bad World ! There Emulation reigns, 
Detraction, Pride, Ambition, and other IIIs 
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Do not its Walls conceal from vulgar Eyes. 


He knows not what it is to be a Slave 
To petulant Humours of meek-looking Monks, 
Inveſted with an abſolute Authority. 
But reſtleſs is the human Mind, and flies 
Known Ills, to run to greater but untry'd. 

From Hurry to retire, and gay Diverſions 
To call to mind Things done; to meditate 
On that ſore Conflict we muſt all engage in, 
Each ſeparately, without Support, or Aid, 
Or Comfort, if none does from Heaven deſcend, 
T*extend our Views beyond that dark damp Vault 
We're haſt'ning to: Beyond thoſe fleeting Moments, 
Few fleeting Moments that we've here to breath in; 
Proclaim the Man of Senſe, and true Diſcernment : 
But to do this one needs not be immur*d ; 
Nor leave that Wealth to be diſpos'd by others, 
Which us, in Truft, kind Providence had given. 


Enter FORTIA, 


Fort. Ah! Madam, what you've ſeen, and what I've 
told you, 
One would have hop'd, to th* utmoſt Line of Horror 
Had brought us; and that all beyond was Peace : 
But be prepar'd, Valeria, arm your Breaſt, 

Or Shafts I bring will wound you to the Soul. 
Val. There have indeed been Acts of Blood already, 
With Circumſtances dreadful, ſavage, fierce: 

But Gloriana lives, and I'm afraid, 

Varini's Rage will ne' er ſubſide, while that 

Unhappy Cauſe of his Reſentment lives. 

His Love was great, nor leſs his Senſe of Honour: 

Nor more his Love, than her Contempt of him 

Now fills his Breaſt with an indignant Fury. 

But, Fortia, I'm prepar'd, ſpeak and ſpare not. | 
Fort. My Lady's Chamber ſcarcely had I enter'd, 

When in comes Count Varini, and addreſs'd, 
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In Words to this Effect, with ſullen Smile, | 
Th unhappy Counteſs : With much Concern, my Dear, 
I ſee you penſive ſtill, and melancholy. 
Phyſicians I've advis'd with bout your Caſe, - 
Who this Electuary have preſcrib'd, bac 
Which you muſt take immediately; 'twill chear 
Your drooping Heart, and raiſe your ſinking Spirits. 
Val. Oh Fortia! That EleCtuary I dread. 
And from Varini's Hand - But pray go on. 
Fort. Into her Hand he put it, highly prais'd 
The Compoſition, and its rich Ingredients; 
She took, did eat with Chearfulneſs, and ſaid, 
Is it their Orders I muſt take the Whole 
At once ? That, Madam, faid he, as you like it, 
And as ſuits beſt your Pleaſure.— Tis the Heart 
Of your belov'd Caſtrucchio, by my Hands 
Prepar'd, according to the Rules of Art.— 
She ey'd him with a Look of Earneſtneſs 
And Indignation mix'd, then warmly ſaid, 
T has all the Qualities of richeſt Balſam, 
And higheſt Cordials ; *tis Pity the leaſt Part 
Of ſuch a Compoſition ſhould be loſt. 
She eat the Whole with Eagerneſs, then laid 
Her Head upon the Pillow; and there Diſtreſs 
Appear'd in its full Strength. Thoſe lovely Eyes 
Remain'd no longer lovely, but a fix'd Glare 
Gave Horror e'en to Gloriana's Face. 
Exceſſive Grief each ſalutary Sluice 
For Tears put down, obſtructed every Paſſage, 
And hinder'd Nature's Efforts for Relief. 
Varini ſeem'd concern'd, and left the Room. 
No Reſpite thence. - Her Agony continu'd. 
Swoln was her Boſom as if twould burſt. And Oh. 
She cry*d, nor gave a ſecond Groan; and then 
The Tempeft ceas'd, and all was huſh as Midnight. 
Val. Ah! my poor Dear, alas! And art thou gone! 
Without Repentance gone! reeking with Luſt, 
And choak'd with Paſſion | or hadſt thou the Heart, 
B24 | | Unmix'd 
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Unmix'd with deadly Drug, of thy Caſtrucc bios? 

Not bleſs'd by Holy Church, not bearing hence 

So much as th' Odour of ſweet Sanctity ! - 

Nor E'en, nor Morn, will ever I forget thee ; 

Nor Angels ceaſe t? invoke, nor Saints departed, 

To move-th' Almighty Lord in thy Behalf : 

Nor Dirges, Requiems, Obits ſhalt thou want, 

Nor Maſſes for thy Soul. Not e'en Varini 

Will ſpare his Purſe to purchaſe Peace for thee. 
An Some think th* Almighty Lord will hear and 

help, 

As ſoon - any Miniſter in Heaven. 

Nor, Madam, is it any mean Authority 

That ſays, ſuch as, at Death is our Condition, 

Such will it be, at the great Day of Doom. 

But as the Church, our venerable Mother, 

Bleſs'd with unerring Light in her Deciſions, 

Has found out Arts to make a bad Man good 

In his expiring Moments, or when Dead.— 

Pleaſing Contemplation !—How oft have I 

Admir'd, with Tranſport, infinite Indulgence, 

That thus would order, thus diſpoſe of Things, 

As to give Satisfaction to all Parties. 

Wealth to the Prieſt: To others endleſs Peace. 

Fort. Things are indeed moſt happily diſpos'd. 
For thus one may enjoy one's utmoſt Wiſh, 

Yet all be well at laſt, on Terms ſo eaſy, 
As only cutting off loveleſs Relations, 
And giving what one has no farther need of, 
To thoſe will think of us with pious Ardour, 
In holieſt Exerciſes, even at th' Altar. 

Val. Oh Gloriana foul was thy Tranſ; . 
Contriv'd, and carry'd on with wond'rous Baſeneſs, 
Attended with much Fear, and anxious Dread. 
Its End moſt terrible, and big with Shame. 
Tis much we've ſeen already, much we've heard; 
Caſtrucchiq's mangled Body; thy dead Child ; 
Thy piteous Aſpe&, ſore Diſtreſs and Death. 


But 
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But oh thy Father! Can he hear this and live ? 
Thou was Berinto's Joy. Thou waſt his Glory 
His Staff of Age; his Shelter in a Storm; 

His chief Support in every great Calamity. 

When Loſs ſucceeded Loſs he'd ſmiling ſay, 
My Wealth's diminiſh'd, but I have my Child : 
Turks ſeize my Ships, but I have Gloriana. 
The Sight of thee would ſmooth his wrinkled Brow, - 
Diſpel each Cloud, and baniſh every 11]. 
Oh my dear Brother, this muſt wholly ſink thee ! 
Nor do I more expect to ſee thee living. 

Mell. To bear Misfortunes ſingle is not difficult, 

But to endure them to the End when great, 
When long continu'd, and when oft repeated; 

This, this, Valeria, is the Work of Patience. 
But Berinto's Temp'rance, and chearful Spirit, 
His even Mind, long-practis'd Reſignation, 
And Will ſubmiſſive to divine Appointments, 
Make me believe he'll weather out this Storm. 

*Tis true, this Blow falls where he's leaſt provided, 
Will therefore deeply ſink, and wound the more. 
But hardly does it merit the Name Patience, 

To bear the Loſs of what we don't regard. 

Tis what we're over-fond of, over-prize, 

That gives Diſtreſs its Force. And thus we ſee 
A generous Man, in equal Circumſtances, 

Will at ſuch Loſſes laugh, as break a Miſer's Heart. 
Would we then be at eaſe, and Peace enjoy, 

We. nothing ſhould admire. Nor our Aﬀections 
Permit to run on any Thing with Violence 

Since Diſappointment in the favourite Paſſion, 
Unhappy always proves, and often fatal. 

Since therefore Things are not to be depended on, 

Ourſelves ſhould be the Object of our Care, 
So far as not t'indulge ourſelves in any Thing, 
May make us but to run the Riſk of ſuffering 

A diſproportion'd Pain, intenſe, more durable, 
Than all the Pleaſure ſuch Indulgence yields. * - 
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Now Vice in truth's the very Seed of Miſery, © © 
And does as naturally produce Unhappineſs, 
As Grain diſpers'd in cultivated Soil, © 
In proper Seaſons, does produce its like. 2 
At firſt, like that, tis cover'd, ſeems as if | 
*Twould rot and die, and we ſhould hear no more 
on't : „ 
But, by and by, it ſprouts, looks green, and flouriſhes, 
And brings at Harveſt a too plenteous Crop, 
How oft has &en a momentary Crime 
Injected ſuch a Taint in human Bodies, 
As to make wretched this whole Term of Being ? 
Can Reaſon prove it taints not thus the Soul, 
And renders it incapable of Happineſs, „ 
Whilſt its Exiſtence laſts? Malignant Cain 
The pious inoffending Abel ſlew: 
Is not malignant Cain a Murderer ſtill ?— 
And muſt not ſtill the Conſciouſneſs of Guilt, 
Of Brother's Blood unjuſtly ſpilt, attend him? 
Heaven may forgive, but Cain muſt be a Murderer, 
And one would think that even Heaven itſelf 
Could hardly make our Happineſs compleat, 
Unleſs *twould grant Forgetfulneſs of IIl, 
When it remits the Puniſhment : That David 
In thoſe bleſs'd Regions ne'er could meet Uriah 
Without being Self- condemn'd, nor think of him 
Without Remorſe. Oh Conſcience, how immenſe 
| Thine Empire! And what Reverence thy Due 
If then *gainſt Checks of Conſcience, gainſt Warning 
given, 
Man wilful and perverſe will taint his Body, 
Can he ſay Juſtice is not juſt, or Mercy 
Without Compaſſion, that he's not made clean? 
Or if the Soul be ſuffer'd to remain 55 
In its contracted Filth, by Choice contracted, 
Was on, complain with Reaſon ? Muſt Things be 
made Nt. 
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